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To te READER 


HE Editor of the following piece thinks proper 

to obſerve, that the firſt idea of it was conceiv- 

ed, and the plan in ſome meaſure executed by a gentle- 
man in Dublin, for the private entertainment of ſome 
perſons of diſtinction in that kingdom, at a time, when 
Italian Burletta's were blended with the exhibitions of 
the Theatre, and almoſt triumphed over the beſt pro- 
ductions in our language. The public ſpirit of thoſe, 
for whom it was originally intended, prevailed upon the 
author to enlarge his deſign. Accordingly, Midas 
adyentured on the ſtage, and met with uncommon ſuc- 
ceſs for a ſeries of nights. The Editor begs leave to 
add a word concerning the flile which prevails in the 
following ſcenes. They are written in the true ſpirit of 
the mock-heroic. BuxLzsqQuUE, in all times, from the 
ſtage of ATHEN3 down to the D ACO or WANT. 
LEY, has been eſteemed one of the provinces of the 
Drama, It's humour principally conſiſts in. making 
dignified perſonages raiſe in our minds trite and ordina- 


Ty ideas, or elſe in giving to trivial objects a ſerious air 


of gravity and importance. 


It would be-impertinent to point out inſtances in ei- 
ther way of compoſition ; but thus much. was deemed 
neceſſary, that no one ſhould look for another ſort of en- 
tertainment than was here intended. The public, with 
their uſual candour, will conſider the particular ſcope 
of this piece, and will decide nothing till they have 
heard the muſick, to which it is adapted. Should Mi- 
DAS in the repreſentation be found to have merit, and 
indeed, excellence in its kind ; the generous critick will 


allow the author that degree of applauſe, which his ta- 
lents ſeem to deſerye. 


A 2. Dramatis 


Dramatis 


Jupiter, 
Juno, 
Apollo, 
Momus, 
Mercury, 
Pan, 


Mars, 
Vulcan, 
Venus, 
Minerva, 


Sc, oc. 


Mutes. 


Perſonæ. 


Mr. Legg. 
Mrs. Stephens. 
Mr. Mattochs. 
Mr. Dibden. 
Mr. Baker. 
Mr. Dunſtall, 
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Midas, 
Damcatas, 
Sileno, 
Myſis, 
Daphne, 
Nyſa, 
Oracle, 


Mr. Shuter. 
Mr. Faxwcett. 
Mr. Beard, 
Miſs Poitter, 
Miſs Miller. 
Miſs Hallam. 


| Mr. Maple. 


SCENE, firſt on mount Olympus, afterwards 


eu the paſtures of Lydia. 
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MI a 


SSS 


ACE 


The curtain riſing diſcovers the Heathen Deities, ſeat- 
ed amidſt the clquds, in full council; they addreſs - 
Jupiter in chorus, accompanied by all the inſttu- 


ments. 
AIR I. King of Pruſſia's March. 
Chorus of all the Gods. 


OV E, in bis chair, 
Of the ſky Lord-May'r - 
With his nods 
Men and Gods 
Keeps in awe, . 
When he winks 
Heaven ſbrinks, 
. When be ſpeaks. 
Hell ſqueats 
Earth's globe is but bis lau. 
Cock of the ſchool 
He bears deſpotic rule, - 
His word | 


Een 


W1iDASs 


Even fate 

Tho ſo great, 

Muſt not prate, 

His bald pate 

rode would cuff, 

1 fo bluff, 1. 
For a firaw. 

Cow'd deities 

Like mice, in cheeſe 

To flir muſt cea e, ela PET 99 = 
Nor gnaw, © © of 


RECITA TIVE, accompanied. 


Jup. (rifing.} Immortals, you have heard your 


plaintive ſoveteign 


And Culprit Sols high crimes. Shall we who govern 


Brook ſpies upon us? Shall Apollo trample 
On our commands? we'll make him an example. 
As for you, Juno, curb your prying temper, or 


We'll make you to your coſt, know,—we're your em- 


peror, 
Your huſband —when the jealous Gad-bee twitches, 
Swallow your ſpittle — Jove will wear the breeches. 


AIR II. To its own tune. 


To happy ignorance 
Connubial peace is owing : 
'Tis a curſe to be too knowing ; 
Beſi let things take their chance. 
A buſy curie/ity | 
Produces endleſs evils, 
11 turns the Geds felicity 
To ſharpeſt pangs of devils, 
Supplying food to jealouſy. 


err VI. 


and ſevens, 
This tyrant, for it's ſake, will jumble the heavens, 


Juno (afide.) What new rape is toward ? To fives 


III 


MTI Fa © 7 


I'Il take the law. (70 7 up.) My proctor, with a ſum- 


mons 


Shall cite you, fir, t' appear at Doctor's Commons. 


Fup. Let him—but firſt I'll chafe from Heaven yon 
varlet. 


Juno. What, for deteQing you and your vile har- 
lot ? | 


Fine ſcheme ! baniſh the Sun | drive out Apollo! 


That you of lawleſs love, deep draughts may ſwal- 
low. 


You'll then not need, thou grand monarque of Hor- 
ners, 


Skulk with your miſſes into holes and corners. 


AIR III. Shaan Bwee. 


T hink not lewd TJove 
Thus to wrong my chaſle love, 


For, ſpite of your rakehelly godbead ; 
By day, and by n | 


ipht, 
Juno will have E rigbt, 


Nor be, of dues nuptial, defrauded. 
PU ferrit the haunts 


Of your female gallants, 


In vain you in darkneſs encloſe tbem, 
Your favourite jades, 


PI plunge to the ſhades, 


Or into cows metamorphoſe them. 
RECITATIVE 


Tup. Peace, termagant, I ſwear by Styx—our thun- 
d 


er 
Shall hurl him to the earth. 

Momus. Sire, we knock under, 
Ha, ha, ha, (Aſide O jeſt moſt precious 
*'T will ſerve a thouſand years hence ta refreſh us. 
I ſay down with him. Jove—exert your puiſſance, 
Morbleu, the puppy's grown a public nuiſance, 
Ay, ay, ſhort. work—put out the light, and then — 


AIR 


8. FDD AS. 
A 1 R IV. There was a jovial Beggar. 


No difference of character, 
Vice, virtue - idle dreams 
For lewd, or chaſte, or foul, or fair, 
Muſt then be only names, 
When a ſporting all may go, may go, may go, &c. 
Screen d from the huſband's jealous eyes, 
All love, all free as air, 
No wanton need to fear ſurprize 
Oh what a life were there 
When a ſporting, & c. 
Then hey for trumps, for matadores 
And rare ſanſprendre woles, 
Old maids will fly, when paſt amaurs, 
To dear quadrille by ſhoal, 
And a gambling, &c. 


CTETILATEYV E. 


ve. O brave, we nod his doom! 
Apollo. Hold, hold, have patience. 
Papa No bowels for your own relations! 


RE CIT. Accompanied, 


What can this hurly-burly, this helter-ſkelter mean? 
Jove looks confounged ſurly!— Chaos is come again. 


AIR v. Toit's own ture. 


Be by your friends adviſed, 
Too barſh, too haſiy dad ! 
Maugre ycur boits, and wiſe bead, 
The world auill think you mad. 


What worſe can Bacchus teach men, 
His roaring bucks, when drunk, 
Than break the lamps, beat waichmen. : 
And flagger to ſome punk. 
| RE CI- 
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RECI TFA'FIVE: 


Jup. You ſaucy ſcoundrel-—-there, fir—-come Diſ- 
order, 


Down Phebus, down to earth, we'll hear no farther. 
RECI T. Accompanied. 


Roll, thunders, roll, blue lightnings flaſh around him, 
The blab thall find our ſky can do without him. 


Thunder and lightning. Jupiter darts a bolt at him, he 
falls. —Fapiter re-aſſumes his throne, and the Gods all 
aſcend together, ſinging the initial chorus. 


Fove in bis chair, &c. 
SCENE. 


4 Champaign country with a diſtant village; violent florm 
of thunder and lightning. Shepherds ſleeping in the field 
are rouzed by it and run away frigbied. One leaves his 
cloak, hat, and guittar behind bim. Apollo is ſeen whir- 
ling in the air, as caſt from beaw/n ; be falls to earth, 
qeith a rude ſhack, and lies for a while, flunn'd: at 
length he begins to move, riſes, advances, and lacking up- 
ward, ſpeaks, 


R E CIT. Accompanied. 


Apol. Zooks! what a cruſh ! a pretty decent tumble 

Kind uſage, Mr. ſove—ſweet ſir—your humble. 

Well, down, I am; no bones broke—tho' ſorely pep- 
per'd! 3 

Here doom'd to ſtay, — What can I do: turn ſhep- 
herd. [ Puts on the cloak, &c. 

A lucky thought.—In this diſguiſe, Apollo : 

No more but Pol, the ſwain, ſome flock I'll follow. 

Nor doubt I, with my voice, guittar, and perion, 

Among the nymphs to kick up ſome diverſion. 


AIR 


10 mm & '$:. 
A-IR VI. Hang me if I marry. 


With fun, my diſgrace I'll parry 
While here on earth, I tarry, 
With the nymphs, in my way, 
Til kiſs and play, 
But hang me if I marry bang me if 1 marry 
With the nymphs, &c. 


Let the ſhy go to wreck, and miſcarry, 
Without my luminary, 


Pol here will ſtay, 
To kiſs and play 
To toy, but never marry — toy, but never marry. 
Pol here uill lay, &c. &c. 


* 


Enter SI LENO. 
EELECITATYSY Ki 


Silenꝛ. Whom have we here ! a ſightly clown !—and 
ſturdy! 
Hum plays, I ſee, upon the hurdy-gurdy. 
Seems Out of place—a ſtranger, —all in tatters, 
PI hire him—he'lt divert my wife and daughters, 
— Whence, and what art thou, boy ? 
Pol. An orphan lad, Sir; 5 
Pol is my name ;—a ſhepherd once my dad, Sir; 
I'th' upper paris here tho' not born to ſerving. 
I'll now take on, for, faith, I'm almoſt ſtarving, 
Sileno. You've drawn a prize i'th' lottery.— So have: 
L too; 


Why,—PFm the maſter you could bed apply ta. 
AIR VII. To it's own tune. 


Since you mean to hire for ſervice 
Come with me, you jolly dog, 
You can help to bring home harveſt, 
Tend the ſheep; and. feed the bog. 
| Fa la la. 
IWith 


D 


With three crowns, your flanding wages, 
You ſbatl daintily be fed; | 

Bacon, beans, ſalt beef and cabbage, 
Butter, milk, and oaten bread. 


Fa la la, 


Come ſtrike hands, you'll live in clover, 
M hen we get you once at home, 
And when daily labour s over 


We'll all dance to your flrum, frum. 
Fa la la. 


REC1ITATIVE. 


11 


Pol. (aſide.) From Nectar, and Ambroſia, 'tis coarſe 
diet ; 


When I was well, why could I not be quiet. 


(After a panſe takes Sileno by the hand ana ſings te 
the foregoing air.) 

Done, ftrike hands, I take your offer, 
Farther on, I may fare worſe, 

Zooks, I can no longer ſuffer, 


Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 
Fa la la. 


DUE T T O. Air continued. 


Sil. Do, ftrike hands ; bis kind I offer, 
Pol. I firike hands, and take your offer, 


Sil. Farther ſeeking youll fare worſe, 
Pol. Farther on I may fare worſe, 


Sil. Pity /uch a lad, ſhould ſu fer, 
Pol. Zooks, I can no longer /uffer, 
Sil. Hungry guts, and empty purſe, 
Pol. Hungry guts, and empty purſe. 


Fa la la. 


Exeunt, dancing, and ſinging the chorus. 


81LE 
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SILEN O's Farm-Houſe. 
Daphne and Nyſa, diſcover d running, —their ſpinning- 


wheels over-turned, 


Both. Ha, ha, ha! 

we But, Nyſa, how goes on ſquire Midas' court- 

ip! 

Ny/. Your ſweet Dametas, pimp to his great worſhip 
Brought me from him a purſe ;—but the conditions — 
Tue cur'd him, I believe, of ſuch commiſſions. 
 Daph. The moon-calf! this muſt blaſt him with my 

father. 
Ay. Right. So we're rid of the two frights together. 


AIR VII. If'tis joy to wound a Lover. 


1f the ſwain we figh for preſs us, 

Oh how pleaſing tis to pleaſe ! 
If the fright we hath addreſs us 
How delightful tis to teixe. 


RENITATIVE. 


Daph. Arch Monkey, hang me if I thought 'twas in 
ö you. 
| Well Ny—work you your Squire—as for my Ninny— 
| If he ſhan't curſe—then call me driv'ling Gipſey — 
i The hour that firſt on Daph he caſt a ſheep's. eye. 


AIR IX. Mirleton. 
If I cannot plague the lubber, 


Now I have him in my crib, 
If, whe n he begns to blubber, 
1 can't ſoothe or laugh, or fib, 
Doom d for life, I may be, 
To play with my baby, 
And to wear. a ſlabb ring bib. 


Path, 


| MIDAS. 13 
Wu. Ha! bal hat—Hat ha! bat 


Myſis enters haſtily, 
RE CITATIVE. 


y My/. Hey-day ! what mare's neſt's found? For ever 
k erinning ? 
J Ye rantipoles ist thus you mind your ſpinning. 


» "FN A IR X. Three Sheep-ſkins. 


1 Girls are known 
To miſchief prone ; 
{ Fever they be idle, 
, Who would rear 
Two daughters fair, 
Muſt Pld a ſteady bridle : 
For here they ſkip, 
And there they trip, 
And this and that way fidie, 
E ; For here they ſkip, Cc. 
1 Giddy Maids, 
Poor filly jades, * 
All after men are gadding ; 


[3 T hey flirt Pall mall, 

* ä Their train to ſwell, 

. To coxcomb, coxcomb adding. 
ö To cry fop 


They're Cock-a-hoop, 
; And ſet their mather's madding, 
4 To ew ry fop, Cc. 


Enter Sileno introducing Pol. 


RBC ATI YE 


Sil. Now, dame, and girls, no more let's hear you 
grumble 
At too hard toil : ] chanc'd, juſt now, to ſtumble, 


On this ſtout drudge,—and hir'd him—fit for labour. 
B 


To'm 


14 NI D A 8. 
To'm lad - then he can play and ſing and caper. 

My/. He ſhall not ſtay - unknown to me to hire him, 
A Jath! | 

Sil. Nay there you're out.—no toil can tire him. 


My/. (putting Pol from Daph.) Gad's me! your diſ- 


| tance, ſcare-crow! curſed civil! 
Beggars once mounted, gallop to the devil. 


Gaffer, (to Sil.) your blunders every hour furprize one: 


This wafhy clout a drudge !—ah; thou'rt a wife one. 
Fine rubbiſh to bring home, a ſtrolling thrummer! C. 
Pol.) What art thou good for? fpeak, thou ragged 
mummer. 
Nyſ. Mother, for ſhame— 
Myſ. Peace, ſaucebox, or PFIl maul you. 
Pal. Goody, my ftrength and parts you under value, 
For his and your work, | am briſk and handy. 
Daph. Aſad cheat elſe — . 
My/. What you, you jack-a-dandy. 
* (afide.) Our Gammer, ſure, has tipt her whet of 
ingo! 
Am I Apollo, and muſt bear this lingo ? 


AIR XI. A tune in Queen Mab. 


Pray, goody, pleaſe to moderate the rancour of your tongue : 
Why flaſh thoſe ſparks of fary from your eyes ? 
Remember, when the judgment s weak, the prejudice is 

ſtrong. | 
A firanger why will you deſpiſe ? 
ly me 
Try me 
Prowe, ere you deny me, 


If you caſt me 
Off, you blaſt me 


Newer more to riſe. 


Pray, goody, plga/lF&c. 
RE CITATIVE. 
Myſ. Sirrah, this inſolence de ſerves a drubbing. 


Ny. With what ſweet temper he bears all her ſnub-. 
| 814. 


4 FS — . 2 422 
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Sil. Oons, no more words go, boy, and get you 
dinner. Exit Pol. 


Fye, why ſo croſs grain'd to a young beginner ? [to Myy. 


Ny/. So modeſt! - | 

Dapb. So genteel ! 

Sil. (io Myſ.) Not pert, nor lumpliſh. 

My/. Would ke were hang'd! | 

Ny/. and Daph. La! mother, why ſo-frumpiſh ? 


AIR XII. To the tune of, Non, Non, volette 


n'eft paint trompeuſe. 


Nyſ. Mama, how can you be ſo ill-natured, 
To the gentle handjome ſwain ? 
Daph. To a lad, ſe limb d, ſo fratur d, 
Sure 'tis cruel to give pain, 
Care tis cruel, &c. 


Myſ. Girls, for you my fears per plex me 
m alarm'd on your account : 
Sil. Wife, in vain you teize and Vex me, 


I will rule depend upon't. 
Nyſ. Ab! ah! 
Daph. Mama ! 


Nyſ. and Mama, how can you be ſoill-natur'd, 
Daph. J 44, ab, io a lad ſo limb'd, fo featur'd ? 
Nyf. and To the gentle, handſome ſabain 
Daph. J Sare lis cruel to give pain, 
Nyſ. and ) Sure 'tis cruel to give pain, 
Daph. 0 To the gentle, bandſome ſain, 
Myl. Girls, for you my fears perplex me, 


n alarm'd on your accounts. 


Si). Wife, in vain you teize and wvex me; 
{ will rule depend upon i. 
Nyſ. g Mama 
Myſ. Pha! Pſhaw ! 
Daph. Papa 
Sil. Ab ah! 
Daph. )) Mama, how can you be ſo ill-natur'd, 
Sil, Pſba, tha, you muſt not be ſo ill-natur'd; 
Nyſ. J Ab, ab, to a lad jo limb'd, ſo featur'd, 


B 2 Daph. 
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Daph. ] To the gentle, handſome fwain, 
Sil. He's a gentle, band ome ſain, 


Ny ſ. (Cure 'tis cruel to give pain, 
Myſ. J 'Tis my pleaſure to give pain. 
Daph. , Sure *tis cruel to give pain, 
Sil. He's a gentle, bandſome ſwwain 
Nyſ. (To the gentle bandſome ſevain. 
Myf. © To your odious, fad rite ſwain, 
| [Exeunt, 


Squire Midas diſcovered in his parlour, ſmoaking his pipe, 
lolling in an eaſy chair. Damæœtas watting at a re- 
ſped ful diſtance. | 


RECITATIVE. 


Mid. Nyſa, you ſay, refus'd,the guineas Britiſh. 
Dam. Ah! pleaſe your worſhip—-ſhe is wond'rous 
ſkittiſh. | 
Out, pimp, ſaid ſhe,—take back to him who ſent it, 
That traſh——- | 
Mid. Death !—-{corn'd !—-the minx ſhall fore re- 
pent it. | 
Dam. Ste ſcorns you —— 
Mid. But when you told her what I meant to fettle— 
Dam. She flounc'd, you'd ſwear her tongue was of 
bell-metal. | | 
Mid. Til have her, coft what 'twill, odſbods—T'l force 
her — 
Dam. The halter —— 
Mid. As for madam, III divorce her. — 
Dam. The bithop's-court-—-lard help your paper 
noddle ! 
Did ſhe not give the ſlip to young Sir Daxale ? 
Her ſiſter Dat hne too, a curſe upon her, 
Uſes me worſe, than Niſa does your honour, 
Mid. Some favour'd lout incog. our bliſs oppoſes, 
Dam, Ay, Pc, the hind, puts out of joint our noſes. 


"o 


1 AIR 
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A. I R XIII. Fanny's fairer than a flower, 
Wretched he, whoſe pain or pleaſure 


Hangs on faith!eſs woman's mind; 
Such the merchant's flate, whoſe trenſure * 
Sawims the ſport of tide and wind. 
Female likings are unſteady | 
As the veering weather-cock. 
Mifs, for new addreſſes ready 
Shifts her lover, like her ſmack. 


RECITATTY E 


Mid. I've heard of that PoPs'tricks,—of his fly tam- 
pering | 
To fung poor Pan, but I'll ſoon ſend him ſcampering. 
An upſtart !—-rival me!—-by George, I lt pheaze 
bim. | 
Dam. Sir, he bewitches eyery girl that ſees him. 
Mid. Sblood, I'll commit him—-drive him to the 
gallows! | | 
Where is old Pan? 


Dam. Tipling, Sir, at th* ale-houſe. 


Mid. Run, fetch him—-we ſhall hit on ſome expe- 
dient. 


To rout this Pol. 
Dam. I fly, (going returns.) Sir, your obedient. (Exit. . 


RE CIT. Accompanied. 


Mid. What boots my being Squire, 
Juſtice of Peace, and Quorum? 
Church-warden knight o'th' ſhire, 
And Cuſtos Rotulorum? . | 
If ſaucy little. Ny/a's heart rebellious, -- 
My ſquireſhip flights, and . bankers after fel- - 
lows? . 4 8 


B 3. AIR. 
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AIR XIV. To a French tune, A la Santé du Pere 
d'Oleron. : 


Shall a paltry clown, not fit to wipe my ſboes 
Dare my amours to croſs ? 

Shall a peaſant ming, when juſtice Midas weees 
Her noſe up at him toſs ? - 
No, Til kidnap —then poſſeſs her. 

Tl ſell her Pol a ſlave, get mundungus in exchange, 
So glut to the beight of pleaſure, 


My love and. my revenge. 


Ne, Tl kidnap, &c. [Exit, 
S. C E NE. An Ale-houſe, 


Pa is diſcovered fitting at a table, with a tankard, 


pipes, and tobacco before him, his. bagpipes lying 
by. him. | | 


AIR XV. Sheelagh na Guig, 


Pan. Fupiter-wenches and drinks, 
He rules the roaſt in the ſky, 
Yet he's a fool if be thinks . 
That he's as happy as J. 


Juno rates bim 
And prates bim, 
And leads bis bighneſs a weary life; 
I hawe my laſs 
And my glaſs, 
And ſtrole a bachelor's merry life. 
Let him fluſter 
And blufter, 
Yet cringe ts bis harridan's furbella; 
1 | To my fais tulips 
i | | | 1 gleww lips, 
4 And clink the cannikin here below. 
Jupiter wenches, & c. 


Euer 


% 


r 
Euter DAM ET As. 
RHI enn 


little 


You may pack up your all, fir, and go whiſtle. 


All around the maypole hoaw they trot, 
Hot 
Pot, 
And good ale have got; 

Routing, 
Shouting, 

At you flouting, 
Fleerinę, 
Jeering, . 

And ac hat not. 
All around the maypole, &c. 


There is old Sileno friſts like a mad 
Lad, 


f Glad 
To ſee us ſad, 
Cap'ring, 
Vap'ring, 
White Pol, ſcraping, 
Coax 
The doxies 
As he did the dad. 
All around the maypole, &c. 


19 


Dam. There ſits the old ſoaker — his pate troubling 


How the world wags — ſo he gets drink and vitile: 
Hoa, maſter Pan Gad you've trod on a thiſtle! 


The wenches have turn'd tail—to yon buck-ranter, 
Tickled by his guittar—they fcorn your chanter, 


AIR XVI. Tune in Pant. of Fortunatus. 


RE CI- 


1 
{ 
| 


— * — — 
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Pan. O blood, and guts! What, dare the tinkler 
ſcurvy 
Intrude, to turn my wenches topſy turvy ?- 
A fop! chouſe me out of my choice trol-lops, 
PII ſmaſh his trim guittar—about his chaps. 


AIR XVII. My.wife's a galloping, &c. 


Sball he run away with the laſſes 
By his trills, and his ſlurs, and his graces, 
From me who at fairs, and borſe-races, 
Have pip d to the laird of the clan. 
A fribble ! = Vl can but catch bim 
Lil pummel — {ll pinch, and J. ſcratch him, 8 
Iwarrant l make him not match him 
Self as a mufician with Pan. 


RECI T:AiTLVE. 


Dam. Keep yourſelf cool, good maſter Pan-—-this 
courage 5 
Is thrown away—Pol's a mere chip in Porridge; 
Softly and fair —— 
Pan. You're right ; = our Squire, when mellow, 
*Tis he ſhall do't—he's a rough, heQ'ring fellow. 
Dam. Why he ſent me for you—He, with kicks oth? 
cru pper. | 
Will make Pol dance — He'll gi'n ſalt eel to's ſupper. 
Pan. Step you before — I'll but juſt pay my reck'ning 
And in a crack attend his worſhip's beck'ning. 
| [Exit Dam. 
He throws ſome pieces on the table, and depar- 
ting is met by. 


MVS IS,, entering haſtily. 
My. O Pan! the devil to pay—both my ſluts frantic ! 


Both in their tantrums, for yon cap'ring antick. 
Rivals forſooth ! Pan, 


* 


5 
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Pan. What, for a ſtraggling goatherd! 
My/. For this fine piece of work — thanks to my 
dotard. 


A I R XVIII. Sheelagh na Guiragh. 


Sure 1 fball run with vexation diſtracted, 
To ſee my purpoſes thus counter-afted! 
his way, or that way, or Which way ſcever, 
All things run contrary to my endeavour. | 
Daughters projecting 
Their ruin and ſhame, 
Fathers neglecting 
The care of their fame, 
Nurſing in beſom a treacherous wiper ; 


Here's a fine dance—but 'tis he pays the piper. 
. KECITATEVE 


But I'll go ſeek em all—and if I find 'em, 
I'll drive 'em—as if Old Nick were behind em. 


Going. 
Pan. Soa, ſoa, —don't flounce; 
Avaſt— diſguiſe your fury. 
Pol we ſhall trounce. 
Midas is judge and jury. 


AIR XIX. Tune, Planxty Johnſton, 


When at your foe 
A martial blow 
You aim, 
Your ſcheme 
Let him nat know. 
To gain your end 
Yau muſt pretend, 
Sincerely 
And dearly, 
To be vis friend, 
Till be ceaſes of your lave. to be aoubtful. 
Your 
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Your game to play, 
The ſailors ſay 
Look one, but row annther way, 
The dean, to fiſh up 
| Lawn ſleeves, and be biſhop | 
Says no, to the mitre that would fill his aviſh up. 
Aud puſſey 
Can counter feit ſlee ping, 
When mauſey 
Steals tip-a- toe creeping ; 
Then winking, 
And blinking, 
She catches, 
Diſpatches, 
And ſwallows him up at a mouthful. 


rte 


My/. Out on't, Pl act above-board— ll ne'er flatter, 
Not II ſcorn it tell me no ſuch matter. 
My goflips all would loll their tongues, 
To ſee me with my vengeance trifle. 
Pan. Ay, but to pay him home thoſe wrongs, 
Your tranſports you muſt ſtifle. | 
My/. Stifle !—dye firſt! ſhall Myſis ſtoop to crawling ! 


No by my will—theſe hands ſhould firetch him ſpraw- 


ling. 
Pan. You do but put him on his guard by bawling, 


AIR XX. Duett. Gavott in Qvert. Otho. 


, his raſh frenzy 

Foils, not mends you, 
How you ſplutter ! 
Check this clutter : 
Huft—dou't utter 

Threats, or mutter. 

If he trips, 

Succeſs attend ye 

Fair words butter 


No parſnips, : 
| My. 


* 
” 3 99 N 4 r , 
& * matt r 


* - 
i= A ag : ae * 
* * U 
r : 


MID 23 
Myl. Grow'ling ſpirit - 
I] can't bear it. 
Can a mother, 


Without pother 
Her rage ſmather 
When girls boch are 
By his wwiles 
Debauch'd or near it, 
Can (he cloath her 
Face with ſmiles. 
Pan. Spite loguacious 
Makes foes cautions, 
My. Mean ſubmiſſion 
Meets deri ſion. 
1 Beldam froward ! 
My. Sneaking coward ! 
Pan. Muyſ. 
In ſurprize I deſpiſe 
The triumph lies. Such low di Er 
Ribornello. 
Nay let's trick him, ( Z£ooks, Tl! tavinge 555 
Fool, then kick hin. Fu unbinage 14 
I ait, | | Tumult, ſplutter, 
Wait, — Coil, and clutter, 
Wait, nor mutter. * 4 Wait, 
Ruin utter 57 Nor mutter. 
Smooth, but pat - Strait, wile brat 
Unaware ſhall ſtick him, Shall ruſh, ſhall ſwing bim. 
And i'th' the gutter |, Aud i' th putter 
Lay him fat. J UL Lay tim flat. 


Dance of Satyrs, Fauns, and Dryads. 


ExD-or THE FrRST ACT. 


A Þ 
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n. 


An old grove, in the midſt, the old oracular oak by itſelf, its 
boug hs decorated with wotive wreaths. Enter Sileno 
alone, a garland in his hand. He ſeems flruck with re- 
ligious horror at the gloomy ſolitude. During the ſym- 
phony he advances timorouſly, and hangs his garland on a 
branch, | 


RECI T. accompanied. 


Sil. Hail, myſtic oak I zooks what a taking 

Am Inow in I- oh, how I ſhiver! 
I'm in an ague — ha ! the very ſhaking 
Of the leaves, throws me all over int' a quaking,— 
My wife! I'll neer forgive her 
I'm wet as in a rive 
Ah! ha! there—— what was't gave me a twitch ? 

It muſt have been a witch, 

Or ſomething diabolic. 

Oh, tis a fooliſh frolic. 


(Thunder and lightning Sileno retires trembling to a 
corner of the ſlage, and there falls on his knees with hands 


uplifted.) 
Duett. AIR I. To its own tune. 


Sil. Wond rous timber, who can / hear, 
All our queſitons without ear. 


Ora. Without ear. 
Sil. And make anſwer without tongue. 
Ora. Without tongue. 


Sil. Yet known never to be wrong. 

Ora. Yet known never to be wrong. 

Sil, Now awful Silence break, 
And to the purpoſe ſpeak. 

Ora. Speak. 


Sil. 
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Sil. 1s my dame mov d by the devil 
That he can't to Pol be civil? 
Ora, To Pol be civil. 
Sil. Say, what means the ſhrewiſh fripp'ry 
Dinn'ng fill that girls are ſlipp'ry ? 
Ora, Girls are ſlipp'ry. 
Sil. Dupes ſhall we all by Pol be mage. 
Ora. All by Pol be made. 
Sil. If 1 dow't diſcard the lad. 
Ora. Don't diſcard the lad. 


AIR I. Newmarket. 
Sil. Oh He. wooden Oracle, fye for ſhame 


To let me go back as wiſe as 1 came. [Exit. 


SCENE A Wodd. | 


A word, and lawn near Sileno's farm, flocks grazing at 
a diftance, — a tender ſlow ſymphony. Enter Daphne, 
balls about melancholic and ſilent; at length lays herſelf 


down on a bank abſorbed in meditation. Nyſa watch- 
ing her. 


RECIFATIVE 


Ny/a. O ho! is it ſo - Miſs Daphne in the dumps, 
Mum ſnug's the word — I'll lead her ſuch a dance 
Shall make her ſtir her ſtumps. 
To all her ſecret haunts, 
Like her ſhadow, I'll follow and watch her: 
And, faith, mamma ſhall hear on't if I catch her. 


AIR III. From tree to tree. 


To blaſt à rival's happineſs 
We ev'ry art employ : 

And ſcarcely can our awn ſucceſs, 
Conwey a purer joy. 


A kind 
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A kind of Victory we feel, 

Tf fhe no triumph gain; 

Deny'd a real bliſs, aue ſteal 
Falſe pleaſure from her pain. 


R E CI T. partly accompanied. 


(Daphne riſes, and comes forward muſing.) 


Daph. La! how my heart goes pit-a-pat ! what 
thumping he 
Eer ſince my father brought us home this bumpkin. 
Heigho !—heigho !- yet why 
Mope thus and ſigh ? 
Has not the fellow eyes as well as 1? 
Gad's heart o grace I'll pluck up; 
Throw myſelf in his way and pump him, 
Appear leſs ſtarch'd and ſtuck up. 
Then let him gueſs my meaning by my mumping. 


| AIR IV. Toa French tune, Quand on ſcait ai- 
mer et plair. 


He's as tight a lad to ſee to, 
As e er ſlept in leather ſhoe 
And, what's better, hell love me too, 
And to him Dl prove true blue. 
Tho my fifler caſts a Hawk's eye 
1 defy what ſbe can db. 
. He oer looked the little Doxy, 
| Pm the girl he means to woo. 


He's as tight as, c. 
Tins Hither I flole out to meet him, 
4H | He'll no doubt my fleps purſue, 
* 1f the youth prove true, I'll fit him; 
| | If he's falſe, — Il fit him too. 
4 ö If be's falſe, Fc. 
1 He's as tight, Sc. (End with the firſt Rrain.) 
4 RE CI- 
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BCI 
Enter Pol. 


Pol. Think o' the devil tis ſaid, 
He's at your ſhoulder— 
This wench was running in my head, 
And pop — behold her, 
Such fair occaſions are not met with often, 
What if I touch the tender vein, 
And whine ſome melting, plaintive ſtrain | 
Her heart to ſoften. (kneels to her.) 


AJI R V. When on the dear boſom lying. 


Lovely nymph aſſwage my anguiſh ; 
At your feet a tender ſwain 

Prays you will not let bim languiſb, 
One kind look would eaſe his pain. 


Did you know the lad who courts you 
He not long needs ſue in vain ; 

Prince of ſong, of dance, of ſports — you 
Scarce will meet his like again. 


Did you know, &c. 
RECIFREFLILYE 


Daph. Sir ; you're ſuch an oglio, 

Of perfection in folio, 
No damſel can reſiſt you: 

Your face ſo attractive, 

Limbs ſo ſupple and active, 
That by this light, 
At the firſt ſight, 

I could have run and kiſsd you. 


SS 2 AIR 
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AIR VI. The prieſt in his boots. 


If you can caper, as well as you modulate, 
With the additian of that pretty face, 

Pan, who was held by eur fhepberds a God o late; 
Will te kid out, and you ſet in bis place. 


His beard ſo frowſy, his geſtures ſo awvkward are, 
And his tag-pipe has ſo dreweſy a drone, 


That if they find you, as I did, no backwarder, 


You may count on all the girls as your own. 
RECITATIVE. 


Pol. J aſk but you—and yours Tl! be for ever. 
Daph. How can I truſt ? 

Pol. You may, you muſt. 

Daph. Vows are brittle, 


You'll prove fickle. 
Pol. I'll die firſt. 
Dab. That's clever. 
Pol. D' you think III range: 
Againſt all change, 


Your charms are my heart's armour, 
My/. (from within) Pol, Pol, make haſte, come hi- 
ther. | 

Pol. Death, what a time to call, 

Oh ! rot your old lungs of leather. 
B'ye Daph. 
Daph. B'ye Ll of. 
Pol. My charmer. 


AIR VII. An Italian tune of Peſcetti. 


Neateſt, 
Compleateſ? 
And ſweeteſt 
Dear Fubſy, 
754 


74 


MM 1 
This ts 
A criſis, 
When Myſis 
Croſs ſnubs I 
Could brave and ſtay; 


29 


Yet your : 
Food nature ö 
Kind creature, 
Her malice | 
Gueſſing, 1 
Our bleſſing | 
Suppr elſing | 
Might gaul us, b 
Therefore away. ; 


(During the ſymphony, they take a tender leave and ' 
part) | Exit. Pol. 


Ny ſa bur/ts from ber lurking place. 
RECTITATEIVE... 


Ny/. Marry come up, forſooth, 
Pi me, you forward vixen, 
You chooſe to play your tricks on? 
And could your liquoriſh tooth 
Find none but my ſweetheart to fix on? 
Dapb. Marry come up a gain. 
Indeed ! my dirty couſin! 
Have-you a right to every ſwain ? 
Ny. Ay, tho' a dozen. 


AIR VIII. Bobbing Joan. 


D. U. A. 


I. 
Daph. My minikin miſi, — do you fancy that Pol 
Can ever be caught by an infant's dol? 
Nyſ. Can you, miſs Maypole, ſuppoſe he will fal! 
In love with the gianteſs of Guila- ball? 
C3 Daph, 
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Daph. Pigmy elf 
Nyſ. Coloſſus itſelf. 
Both. You will lie till you're mouldy upon the ſhelf 
Pizmy elf, &c. 
II. 


Daph. You ſtump ot guiter you hop & my thumb, 
A bufband for you muſt from Lilliput come, 
Nyſ. You flalking ſteeple, you gawky tag, 
Tour huſband muſi come from Brobdignag. 


Daph. Sour grapes, | 1 
Nyſ. Lead Apes, | 

Both. T. bumble your vanity, mifireſs Trapes. 

III. | 

Daph. Miſs your aſſurance 

Nyſ. And miſs, your high air; | 
Daph. 1s paſt all indurance 7 
Nyſ. Are at their laſt pray rs. b 


| Dapb. No more of thoſe freedoms, miſs Nyſa, I beg, 


Nyſ. Miſs Daphne's conceit muſt be lower'd a peg. 


Daph. 1 Poor ſpite / 
Nyſ. Pride hurt ! 
Daph. Liver white ! - 
Nyſ. Rare ſport /-- 


bite. 

This baughtineſs ſoon ill be laid in the dirt, 
Poor ſpite ! &c. | 
Pride hurt, &c. [Exit Daph. 


4 jb 4 i” anna teeth, ſpitfire, ao, but you can't 


RECIT. Accompanied. 


Nyf. Good lack ! what is come ver me? 
I'm all bewitch'd, untwiſted, 
Ah! Cupid, thou'rt a wizard 
Thy ſpells are not to be reſiſted. 
Alas, Daphne, has ſtep'd before me! 
Envy and love, devour me. 
Pol doats upon her phiz hard 
Tis that, *tis that ſticks in my gizzard. 


idas 


as 
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Midas appears now twenty times more hidequs. 
Ah, NMyſa, what reſource ?—a cloyſter. 
Death alive yet thither muſt I run, 
And turn nun. 
| Leſt hurried by love prodigious ' 
Or lur'd by hope inſidious, 
I be by Pol undone, 
As you'd undo an oyſter. 


AIR IX. A French tune. Aſſis fur l'Herbette. 


In thoſe greaſy old tatters 
His charms brighter bine; 
Then his guittar be clatters 
With tinkling divine : 
But, my ſiſter; 
Ah be hiſt her, 
And me he paſsd by; 
Im jealous 
Of the fellows 8 
Bad taſte and blind eye. 
T5 Pm jealous, &c. þ 


Going out, is met by MIDAS, entering. 
 RKECI1TATIVE ö 


Mid. Turn, tygreſs, turn; nay fly not— 
I have thee at a why not. | 
How comes it, little Nyſa, 
That heart to me ſo icy 
Should be to Pol like tinder 
Burnt up ta very cinder ?- 
Ny/. Sir, to my virtue ever ſteady, 
Firm as arock 
I ſcorn your ſhock, 
But why this attack? 
A miſtreſs can you lack 
W ho have a wife already? 


Mid. Ay there's the curſe—but ſhe is old and ſickly ; 
And would my Nyſa grant the favour quickly, 


Would 


— + 


„ 
Would ſhe yield now—I ſwear by the Old Harry 
The moment madam's coffin'd— Her I'll marry. 


AIR X. The Lottery. 


O what pleaſures will abound 
When my wife is laid in ground © 
Oh what pleaſures, &c.— 
Let earth cover her 
Well dance over her 
When my wife's laid in the ground, 
| Let earth, &c. 
Oh how happy ſhould ] be 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 
Oh how happy, &c. 


How Id mumble her, 
Touze and tumble her 
Would little Nyſa pig with me. 
How Id mumble, &c. 


KELLI TZATIVE 


Ny/a. Young birds alone are caught with chaff, 
But think not, ſquire, this farce on 
Me e'er ſhall paſs ; 
At your baſe ſcheme laugh, 
Ere I fall to, the grace 
Shall be pronounc'd by the parſon. 
Mid, Yet take wy vows, — 
Ny/. J would not take. your bond, fir,—- 
Mid. Half my eſtate— 
Ny/. No, nor the whole, — my fond fir. 


AIR XI. A Pantomime. Tune. 
Ne'er will I be left i 1b' lurch, | 


Ceaſe your bribes and wwoving : 
Till Im made a bride i th' church 
J keep man from doing. 


Il bat 


bat 
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What are riches 

And ſoft ſpeeches ? 

Baits and fetches, 

To bewitch us: 

When you've von us 

And undone us, 

Cloy d you ſhun us 

a. on us 

or our eaſy cooing. 
Can your palace, plate or coach, 
Can your diamonds glittring 
Bridle the tongue of foul reproach ? 

Gibers will be titt"ring, 

Then poor flumbler, 

How't muſt humble her 

(If a fumbler 

She lets mumb/e her ) 

When, in her hearing, 

Whiſp ring, ſneering, 

Chatt'ring, ſwearing, 

Hiſſing, tearing, 

Gall ry, box and pitt ring. (Exit. 


RECITAL 


Mid, Well, maſter Pol Ill tickle, 
For him, at leaſt, I have a rod in pickle: 
When he's in limbo 
Not thus our hoity toity miſs 
Will ſtick her arms a kimbo, 


AIR XII. Lary Grogan. 


If into your hen-yard 
The treacherous Reynard 
Steals lily, your poultry to ravage, to ravage. 
With gun you attack him, 
With beagles you track him, 


Alles fair to deftroy the fell ſavage, fell ſavage. 


So Pol, who comes picking 
Up my tender chicken No 
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No means do I ſcruple to baniſh, to baniſo 3 
With pow'r Pl] H erbear him, 
i With fraud I'll enſnare him 
5 By vook, or by crook he ſball vaniſh, ſhall vaniſh. 
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Going out, be is met by 
P 4 N 
pi RECITATIVE. 


Pan. So, ſquire, well met. I flew to know your bu- 
ſineſs. 
Mid. Why, Pan, this Pol we muſt bring down on his 
knees. 
bþ Pan, That were a feat indeed I- a feat to brag on. 
. Mid. Let's home - we'll there concert it o'er a flagon. 
Ria I'll make him ſkip— 
. Pan. As St. George did the dragon. 


[+ AIR XIII. Tune in Fortunatus, W 


Mid. Strip him, | 
Wi; Let his ſhoulder feel your laſh on t. 1 1 
We! Clip bim, , 
1 Rip him, | 
WU Folly now to be . 
#7 If luch a little dapper, 
Pert, ſaucy whipperſnapper, 
Silend's underſtrapper, 

Shy. 
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* | Simp'ring, 

| Mbimp'ring, 

Of your dear Nyſa beguile ye— 
14 | Sui ling, 

| Driwv ling, 


f Will but diſgrace and defile ye. 
1 5 Vigour, * Da 
1 Rigour, 3 


Hurry, 


rry, 
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Hurry, 
Flurry, | 
Are the meaſures fit left for Je. 
My plots private 
You'll connive at; 
Thus we gain the point wwe drive at 
Or by covert 
Pradices, or overt, 


[Exeunt, 


8 CEN E a Room in SitLExo's Houſe. 


Daphne diſcovered at work. 
Enter DAM T A8, who ſees her not. 
RE CIT. Accompanied. 


Dam. Heigho! my very heart will burſt aſunder, 
What ſtar malign was I born under! 
A muckworm herd 
To me preferr'd, 
| O blood and thunder ! [Sees Daph. 
Ha, Dapb, alone To ſilence 
Im aw'd — The Devil's in it. 
Have at her Here goes 
Should ſhe confent—who knows, 
This may be the critical minute; 
For ever loſt a while hence ! 
Egad, I'm all agog on't. 
Seize Time by the ſorelock, 
E'en make a hog, or a dog on't ; 


The bolder puſh, the more luck. 


RECIT A ( 


Daph. Who ſent for you, you hoddy doddy ? 


Dam. (afide.) There, now, bow croſs !=—(to ber ) 
Nobody. 


I came 
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I came o'myſelf, as uſual, 
The queſtion to pop. 
Daph. Get you gone, you milk-ſop ; 
What, after my refuſal! 
Dam. Ah Daphne, you ſtop the breath o' me ; 
Huſſey, you'll be the death o me. 
Ah, why, dear girl, why take up with that beggar, 
And uſe your own DamcQtas like a neger? 


AIR XIV. Tune, Nanny of the Hill. 


Since firſt thoſe eyes enſlav'd my heart 
In fize Im waſted balf — 

My looks betray my inward ſmart, 
Ab cruel, cruel Daph. 


Ab cruel ! ah cruel! ab cruel, cruel Daph. 


Inhuman maid, my fighs you ſcout, 
My tears but make you laugh, 
Yet at firſt fight, an upſtart lout 
Has nabb'd my fickle Daph. 
Ab fickle ! ab fickle! ah fickle, fickle Daph. 


How can you on my courtſhip frown, 
My wealth deſpiſe as chaff, 
Yet ſuffer ſuch a clumſy clown 
To win and tickle Daph. 
To win and tickle, to win and tickle Daph. 


RE CITAT T VE. 


Daph. You purſe- proud bag of lies, 
Who gave you leave my actions 
Thus ſaucily to ſcrutinize | 


And load with baſe detractions? 


Farther a field I weet you 

Quick, bundle up your packet, 

For tear this beggar meet you 
And thraſh your jacket. 


AIR 
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AIR XV. A French tune. Tourlerette; 


Tes; your wealth I Hold at nought, 
Naphne's heart ſhall ne er be bought ; 
Ne'er to church haſte 
Bajely purchas'd 
By a rich ninny ; 
Who, to keep ber chaſte, | 
Would lock ber up like his guinea. 
In your pain my pleaſure is, 
Jealous dolt, I hate your pbix, 
Hiſfng gander 
My Philanaer 
Scorns your aſperfion ; 
Pitiful ſlander 
Renders you more my averſion. [Exit. 


Beil! 


Dam. ( vobiſtles. Hey toſs! Sh' as paid me ſoundly! 
A ſwinging rap o'th' knuckles. 
Well, to theſe honey ſuckles 
He's a meer oaf who truckles. 
For miſs the more he buckles 
| To, and will on ground lye, 
The more curvetts and chuckles. 


AIR XVI. Farewel the Hills and Vallies. 


Ry whining © 
Pining 
Sighing 
| Coguettes are never won, 
| But, fright "em 
Spite 'em 
Slight em 
Into your arms they run. 
A coward, 
How hard 
R | Toward 
His 
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His foe it is to puſh ! 
Reſtrain him | 
Rein him 
Train him, 


He's mad on death to ruſh, 


SCENE <Sileno's Garden. 


Enter Sileno and Myſis. 


RECIT-AT.1I-V.E, 


Sil. Why—is the devil in you, Gammer. 
Have | no refuge from your clamour ? 
My/ Was ever wite ſo baſely treated? 
So crols'd, fo gaul'd, ſo fretted ! 
O Gods! I ſhall run crazy 
| Mad, mad ! | 
Sil. No March-hare madder, 
Do, lambkin give it vent, —'twill eaſe you; 
And make your heatt the gladder, 


[Exit 


AIR XVII. When that I was a little tiny Boy. 


ben gathering clouds obſcure the ſky 
With a criſb, crash, 
Fliſh and flaſh, 
The thunders rowl, and the lightnings fly ; 
Then rain and all is lullaby. 
So when a wvixen's paſſions ſavell 
Tongue all ire, 
Eyes on fire, | 
Boſom rent by fiends of bell, 
At length tears flream — and all is avel!. 


RECITATIVE. 


Myſ. Well! — I'll be even with that ſpark yet. 


Of fiſh a dainty kettle 


You have dreſt—you numſcul beetle; 
You've brought your hogs to a fair market. 


Sil. 
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$i]. Why !—P'm all i'th' dark yer. 
My. Know then, thou peetleſs blockhead, 
Your ſcoundrel, would he were choaked, 
With his quips, and his quillets 
And running his rigs 
With both your daughters has intrigues 
Nay here, read but theſe billets 
Sil. Pſha! put them in your pocket 
| Did not the ſacred oak, 1 
My/. I mock it : 
Sil. Swear to me, on his conſcience | ' 
That by Po/'s means | 
My/. His means !—what nonſenſe ! 
But I've a plot ſhall make you rue, 
And keep the houſe too hot for you ; | 4 
Don't be ſurpriz'd, if on the ſudden, 
Your minion give the crow a. pudding 
Soon mounted in the air, if 
You chance to ſee the cudden , 
A caper cut before the ſheriff. f 


AIR XVIII. To an Italian Opera tune. 


The unf that flaughter'd. finds her whelps, 
With bowlings fills the foreſt, 
Their murtherer tracks with ſbrilleſt yelps, 
All food neglefing or reſt. T 
So my revenge ſhall Pol purſue, 
PI cloſely waich bis waters; 
Till at the gallows tree he rue 
The wrongs he did my daughters. [Exit, 


Enter (to Sil.) Pol. 


Sil. Gad's bud, I dread her vengeance 
An angry woman to deſtroy 
What the hates, would employ 
The devil, and all his engines. [ fees Pol. 


D 2 Pol. 
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5 Pol, here's a ſtorm a brewing; 
Old Pan, and our Myfis 
Are hatching devices 
To perpetrate your ruin. 
5 Pol. Alas, what have I done — poor ſtranger! 
c Won't you protect me, fir, from danger? 
Sil. Tut, they ſhall find I ken 'em, 


\.. And on themſelves can turn their venonmn. [Exit 
Fw - Pol. Poor fools! how weak, how ſhallow 


S Are all your plots againſt Apollo. | 
; Theſe clowns I pity— but my ſpleen 'twill pamper [| 
Midas and Pan to hamper, 
Their projeQs to quaſh 

| And their pride to abaſh, 

4 When all my rays burſt on them with one flaſh. ö 
| How 1 ſhall laugh, when huddled in a cluſter, | | 
They ſtare, gaping like ſtuck pigs at my luſtre. | 


AIR XIX. When Fairies dance round on the gtaſs. 


When fairies dance round on the graſs | 
And revel to night's awful noon, | | 

Each elf with his tight little laſs | 
Trips to the pale light of the moon. 


Vi chance that the grey dawn of day 
Peep in on their frolishs too ſoon, 
In fright they. all ſcuttle away, 
And follow the glimpſe of the moon. 


(As he IS going off, enter Daphne On One ſide, M On 
the other, both run to him.) 


KECITATTY E:; 


Daph O Pol] the fat's all in the fire! 
Mi., Such banging 
In ſtore for us. | 
Dazh. For you no leſs than hanging. 
Fel. The devil there is! — what means this ſad ha- 
14:guing? | 
| Daph.. 


1 5 


Daph. Fly, falſe deluder. 
M/ Quick, take leg, deceitful —— 
Pol. Take leg, and quit my girls ! that were ungrateful. 


AIR XX. To it's own tune. 


My heart ſo ver flow'th, 
With love for you both, 
That it cannot find room for fear, 
Not the halter 
Can alter 
The paſſion that's rooted here. 


Daphne and Nyſa together. 


Daph. I ſcorn and deteſt Double love in one breaſt: 
Nyſ. Such /ove is a jeſt In vain you proteſt, 

Daph. Such a love is not worth my care 

Nyſ. For your vows are falſe as air. 

Daph. Ay go dangle I could mangle. 
Nyi. 5 Oh hoxw I burn! Yes, to Tyburn, \ 
Pol. J Don't ſuſtedt me, Or rejef me. 
Daph. What heart without ſhedding a tear, 0 
Nyſ. } I'd eſcort you with pleaſure, my dear, \ 


Pol. J What gallows ſo bad as deſpair. = 
Why won't you believe me, 
Daph. You want 10 deceive me. , 4 


Nyſ. Your falſbood ſball ne er again grieve me. 
Pol. Take my word, and my oath, | 
Daph. You fool us. Cajole us, | 


Nyſ. We'll ſbeau you Wie know you: © Y 
Pol. Believe me m_ 1 


That at night I will ſatisfy both. 
That at nignt I will ſatisfy both. 


Daph. J How, at night will you ſatisfy both ? ' a 
Nyſ. J No, you never can ſatisfy both... .. f 
[Exeunt ſeverally. 9 

Dance of Nymphs and Swains. | 

END oF THE SECOND AC T. j 
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During the (ymphony, Mercury deſcends, and walks to and 
fro, tolling a bell, at intervals, as a public cryer ; at 
the cloſe, in broken air, he publiſhes the following adver- 


liſements. 


A I. R I. 
Merc. O yes, © yes, O yes, this is to give notice. 
Loſt, or miſlaid. 
Or floÞn, or ſtray d, 


Pol. 


From the regions over head, 

Or reeld doxun to earth, wwben maudlin, 
A finical 
Coxcombical __. 

Pert, ſmock-fac'd, young podling ; 
He deals a 
In ſpells, 

And fortunes tells, 

Goes ſnacks 
With quacks, 
And trades 
With jades, 
Prying 
Spying, _ 
Prat ling , 
Tatt' ling. 

Up fairs, down flairs ratt'ling- 
His carotty locks | 
As red as a fox; 

As a fwwitch tall and thin. 
Me er a rag to his ſhin, 
And anſwers to the name of Apollo. 


Enter Pol. 
RECITATIVE 


— 


Huſh, ribald cur, this bawling 


Unleſs, you wiſh'a mawling! 
| 4 Heavens. 


| 
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Heavens, what a ſink of ſlander your foul throat is! 
Mer. Oh ate you there, maſter Apollo d 
My elbow itch'd; I gueſs'd at what would follow. 
Pol. Sirrah, you are a rogue beneath my notice. 


AIR II. Kiſs me faſt my mother's coming. 


Fine 1imes, when each little- 
Pimping, upſtart court lick-ſpittle 
Wirth diſgrac'd dares hack and whittle. 


Shafts of malice throwing. ; | 

See the game cock's crefl with mud upon t; 5 
Strait the dunghill breed grows proud upon t, | 
Each bare beak | 1 


It's ſpleen will wreak, 
All clapping wings, and crowing.. 


RECITATEIVYE 


Mer. Come come, let's. buſs, and- friends; 
Pol. Not till I curry your mungril hide. 
Mer. Poo, let's ſhake hands, my hurry 
Barr'd compliments. —Pray, pray, twas joke 'm ſorry. 
Jowe's in a raging fume, a pelting chafe ! 
Oh! tis ſuch fun, would make even Pluto laugh! 
Pol. Do, let me know't.— long, for his late kindneſs. | 
To have him on the hip. f 
Merc. Hark then. — His highneſs, a 
Safe as he thought himſelf from your inquiries, | 
Struck vpan aſſignation with Miſs Iris - 
Juno o'erbeard it all 
Pol. So had them track'd, N 
I-do ſuppoſe, and caught them in the fact. N 
Merc. Ah, madam's an old hand: — ſhe better judging, 
Lock'd Iris up, and ſlipt into her lodging; J 
Lay ſnug—far'd well — ne'er ciied roaſt meat, but | 
| chuckled, 1 
While old Twangdillo dubb'd himſelf a cuckold, 


AIR 


44 1 
AIR III. Nancy Dawſon; 


The Gods were all call'd in to ſee 

How fond a huſband Jove could be. 

He form d; ſhe laugh'd, yet, roguiſply 
Pretended to conceal it. 

His fury roſe to ſuch a pitch, 

He call'd her lewd, caſe-harden d witch, 

Sore, to his girls he d flick like pitch, 
And wench in open day-light, 


RECITATIVE. 


Pol. Oh I ſhall burſt !—a pious reſolution ! 
Means he to put. it ſtrait in execution? 
Merc. Now, now; your pardon's fign'd ; on double: 
wages 
You're to light up, and run, your uſual ſtages: 
So mount your box, old geeho, I adviſe you 
Reſume your taſk.diurnal, 
He threatens t advertiſe you 
In every weekly Journal. 
Pol. Well, I've a wench, or two —you underſtand . 
me ; 
And a drole counterplot ſome knaves to catch, 
Which in a trice, I will diſpazch, 
And then he may command me. 


Pol. A monarch may huff, 
| A ſenate may rage 
In edits too bluff, 
In ſpeeches ſo ſage! 
The miniſter glib 
While he gives himſelf 
Thinks how he may crib 
For his private affairs... 


Merc, 


. 
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Merc. Theſe fatal miſtakes 
Call aloud for redreſs; 
Confider few rakes 
Would their own ribs careſs. 
A wife in the dark 
Only ſquanders her charms, 
Who, */lead of ber ſpark, 
Finds her ſpouſe in her arms. 
Pol. But I'll diſplay | | 
And ſoon ſet to rights 
In open day | 
Such unfair bites. 
Cutkolds then will know their friends, 
And, in like coin may make amends. 
Metc. When our great fir * 
Once fix the mode 
Herns uni wer ſal 
Will ſpread abroad, 
And cuckoo that word of fear, 
Familiar grow to marry'd ear. 


Pol and Mercury together. 


Pol. But Pl! diſplay 

Merc. When our great fir 

Pal. And ſoon ſet to rights 

Merc. Shall once fix the mode 

Pol. In open aay 

Merc. Horns univer- 

Pol. Such unfair bites 

Merc. al will ſpread abroad 

Pol. GCuckolds then will know their friends 
Merc. And cuckoo that word of fear, 
Pol. Aud, in like coin may make amends. 
Merc. Familiar grow, to marry'd ear. 


Mercury re-aſcends, and Pol Exit. 
SCENE Maida? Parlour. 


Midas, Myſis, and Pan, diſcovered in conſultation over 
a large bowl of punch, pipes and tobacco. ao 
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Neri 


| 


Mid. Come, Pan, your toaſt. — 


Pan. Here goes, our noble Umpire. | 
Mi And PoPs defeat I'll pledge it in a bumper. 
Mid. Hang him, in every ſcheme that whelp has 
croſs'd us. 
My/. Sure he's the devil himſelf, 
+ Pan, Or doctor Fauſtus. 
My/. Ah! Squire-—-for Pan wou'd you but ſtoutly 
ſtickle, 
This Pol would ſoon be in a wretched pickle, 
Pan. You reaſon right. 
Mid, His toby I ſhall tickle. 
My/. Look, Squire, I've ſold my butter, here it's 
price is 
At your command, do but this jobb for My. 
Count 'em. — Six guineas and an old jacobus 
Keep Pan, and ſhame that ſcape-grace coram nobus. 


AIR V. Baaltiorough. 


Mark what ] ſay, you'll repent if 
Conſcience's quulms you attend to ; 

You a great ſhire's repreſentative 
And not one job for a friend do? 

Rouxe up, nor thus your grave nodale ſbake, 
Fob off this tatterdemallion, 

Well ſticł to Pan, his party take, 
For Pol's a paltry rafcallion. 


NF. 
Pan. (afide) The juſtice in quandaty! Gad, we have 


him. — 
Gammer, Pol's pipe is out ; brandy can't fave him. 
Mid. Goody, as 'tis your preſent, 
| pocket this here fluff, 
And, as for that there peaſant, 
Truſt me, Pl work his buff. 


At 


ve 


At 
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At the muſical ſtruggle 
III bully and juggle, 
My award's 
Your ſure card, 


Blood, he ſhall fly his country— that's enough. 
AIR VI. Toitsown Tune. 


If in the courts your ſuit depend, 
Or a cauſe you'd fain do hurt in, 
Be jure you make the judge your friend 
By a tip behind the curtain. 
Then decree goes 
Plumb againſt Jour foes, 
7% before it ſeem'd uncertain. 


R'ECITATIVE. 


Pan, Well ſaid, my lad of wax—dince you're ſo met- 
tled 
I'll have one tryal with this fop - that's ſettled. 
A word i' your ear—You'll find it no hard matter, 
When ſhe as loſt Pol, to nab our crony's daughter. 


AIR VI. Ligurum Cuſs, 


As ſoon as her dating piece fairly is ſped, 
Do you make your "uſb, and a ſtout one ; 

For now ſhe has got a feweetheart in her head, 
She'll never be eaſy without one; 

Rewver'd by the ſhepherds, careſs'd by the nymphs, 
No dread or remorſe all come ver us, 

At ſeſſions, in ſpite of the law and its imps, 
We'll kick the achole country before us. 


RECITATIVE. 


Mid. Ha! ha ! fit down, and make an end o'th' 
tankard, 
T have no head for buſineſs till I've drank hard. 
Pan. 
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— or have my brains guts in them till they're 
addle, 
When I'm moſt rocky I beſt fit my ſaddle. 

M/. 1 always chuck a priming at the tap, or 
A cogue of Nantzy, juſt to oil my clapper. 

Mid. Well come, let's take one bouze, and roar 4 

catch, | 

Then part to our affairs, — 

Pan. A match. 

My/. A match. 


AIR VII. A Catch. Cold and Raw. 


5 Mid. Maſter Pol 
E. And his toll-de-roll-loll, 
N Tl buffet away from our plain, fir; 
bo pan. 4nd Pl affif 
Your wworſhip's fiſt | 
With all my might and main, fir ; 
M yl. And I'll bade a thump, 
The he is fo plump, 
5 Aud makes ſuch a woundy racket. 
1 Mid. PI S, | 
Pan. P/] rough, 


My. Tl buff, 


he ' Mid. Pl cuff, » 

| 15 Omn. And [ warrant we pepper his jacket. 
| 80 Cho. 1% bluſt, & c. 
Bud Mid. For all his cheats 

5 And wenching feats . 
| ny He ſhall rue on his knees em, 


$0 Or ſkip, by goles, 
| AL - As bigh as Paul's, 
1 Like ugly witch on beſom ; 
1655 Arraign'd he ſball be 
Of treaſon to me | 
Pan. And I with my dawy will back it ; 
PI favear, . 


Mid. 7/I ſnare, 
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Myſ. PI tear. 2 
Omn. O rare 
And Til warrant que pepper his jacket. 
Chor. 71 fewear, Tl ſnare, &c. 
[Exeunt. 


SCENE 


Diſcovers Sileno and Damœtas in warm argument i the 
4 lawn before Midas's houſe. ; 


RECITATIVE. 
Sil, My Daphne a wife for thee! the ſquire's baſe 


Pandar ! 8 
To the plantations ſooner would I ſend her. 
Dam. Sir, your good wife approv'd my offers. 
Sil. Name her not, Hag of Endor, 
What knew ſhe of thee but by thy coffers? 
Dam. And ſhall this ditch-born whelp, this jacka- 
napes, 1 
By dint of congees and ſcrapes 
Sil. Theſe are thy ſlanders and that canker'd hag's. — 
Dam. A thing made up of pilfer'd rags— 
Sil. Richer than thou with all thy brags 
Of flocks, and herds, and money bags. 


AIR Xx. DUET TO. 


If a rival thy character draw 
In perfection hell find out a flaw, 
With black he will paint 
Make a devil of a ſaint 
And change to an Owl a Maccaw. 
Dam. Can a father pretend to be wiſe 
Who his friend's good advice will deſpiſe ? 
Who, when danger is nigh, 
Throws his ſpectacles by 
And blinks thro' a green girl's eyes ? 
E 


1 
4 
7 


5a Wi AA £ 


4 ag _= _ — 
8 „ Sn * 3 + 
” . = E 2 — — - == 
-- T . = Sue * — 9 
— 


Sil. You're an impudent pimp and a grub, 
Dam. You are fool d by a beggarly ſcrubs; 
Your betizrs. you: ſnub. 


Sil. Wie aul lord me a: cial, 


This inſolent fellow to arub ? 

You're an impudent pimp and a grub, 
Dam. You're cajol d by arbeggarly ſerub 
Sil. Who will rot in a powdering tub, 


Dam. Wham. the. prince 0 impaſtor Laub; 


Sil. A guinea far a clul, 

Dam. Your bald pate you'll rub 
Sil. This muckworm to drub. 
Dam. When you find that your cub 
Sil. Rub off, firrah, rub, firrah, rub. 


OT 


Dam. Ii dibauch' thy a whips fllabnb: 


Enter Mi. attended by Dapbne and Mſa. 
re 


5 Soh !—you attend the tryal.— we ſhall drive 


hence | 


| | | 
Your vagabond | 


Sil. I ſmoke: your foul contrivance. 
Daph. Ah M, aur fate depends upon this iſſue —— 


Ny. Dapb. — for your ſake, my claim I bere 


forego. 


And with your Po much joy I wiſh you. 


Dapb. O, gemini, ſay'ſt thou me ſo? 


Dear creature let me kiſs you. 


M/ Let's knee], and beg his ſtay, papa will back 


us. | 
Daph. Mama will ſtorm, 
Ny/. What then, ſhe can but whack us. 


AIR 
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AIR XI. Quintetto. Viens que Ieramine-a- 


Daph. Mother, ſurr you never 
Will endeavour 
To difſever 
From my favour 
So ſweet a ſevain ! 
None fo clever 
Fer tred the plain. 
Nyſ. Father, hopes you gave ber, 
Don't deceive ber; 
Can you leave ber 
Sunk for ever. 
In pining care, 
Hafie and ſave ber 
From black neſbuir. 
Daph. Think of bis charming grace 
His voice, ſhape, and face; 
Nyſ. Hearts „Lena. ; — 
Daph. Beſoms warming 
With his ſeſt lay: 
Nyſ. Hes fo charming © 
Ab, let him ſtay. 
Both. He's ſo charming, &c. 
Myſ. Sluts, are you loſt to ſhame ? 
Sil, Fife, wife, be more tame. 
Myſ. This is madneſs ! 
Sil. Sober ſadneſs ! 
MyT. Twith glawneſs 
| | aha ay him fewmg, 
For his badneſs, 
dil. 'Tis no ſuch thing. 
Dam. Muft Pan refign, to this fop, his employment? 
Mat, I, to him, yield of Daph. the enjoyment ? - 
Myſ. N#er while a tongue I brandiſp, 
Fop outlandiſh, 
Daph. Hall blandiſb. 
Dam. Will you reject my income 
Herd and clinkum. 
E 2 Sil. 
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Sil. Rot and fink em 
Dam. Midas muſt judge 
Myſ. And Pol muſt fly 


Sil. Zoundi, Pol fan * 


Myſ. You he 
Dam. You lye 


Sil. 


Dam. g Los he, you he. 


Nyſ. Pan's drone is fit for wild rocks and bleak moun- 


tains 


Daph. Pol's re ſuits beſt our ccol groves and clear foun- 


tains. 


Nyſ. Pol is young and merry 


Daph. Light and airy 


Ae fairy 


Nyſ. Pan is old and rufly 


Daph. Stiff and fuſty 
Sil. Sour and muſty 


Daph. Can you baniſh Pol? 


Nyſ. No, no, 


no, no. 


Let Pan fall 


Daph. Ay, let 


My 1 Muſt Pan ref n, to this fop, his employment ? 


him go, 


Daph: Ay, tet him go. © 


1 Pan's drone is fit for wild recks and bleak moun- 


tains 


Dam. M. 7 to Pol, yield of Daph. Ae enjoyment ? 
Dapb. Pol's re fuits Zefl our cas graves and clear faun- 


tains, 


Myſ. Ne'er while a tongue | brandiſh 
Daph. Pol 7s young and merry 


Nyl. Pan is o and ruſty. 
Myſ. Fop outlandiſh 
Daph. Light and airy 


Nyſ Stiff and fuſt 
My. Don ell 
Daph. As a fairy 
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Nyſ. Sour, and crufly 
Dam. Will yourrejef my income ? 
Myſ. Herds and clincum 
Nyſ. Newer think em 
Sil. Rot and ſin em 
DR re Pol ? 
Myſ. Midas m/ judge, 
Nyſ No, no. FS 
Dam. And Pol muſt fly 
| Daph. Pray let Pan fall, 
* Sil. Zounds, Pol ſban t budge 
Nyſ. Ay let him go 
Myſ. You lye, you bye 
Nyſ. Yes, he Gall go 
Daph. Ay, let him go 
Sil. Blood, Pan ſhall go 
Dam. Poor Pan! poor 1! : 


Midas comes forth enrag'd, attended by a erowd of Nymphs 


and Swains, 


RECITATIVE: 


Mid. Peace 2 is hell broke looſe? what means this 3 
jawi | 
Under my very noſe this clapper-clawing ! ! 


AIR XII. Kettle Bender. 


What the devil's here to de 
Ye logger beads, and gypfies ? - 
Sirrah you, and hufſey you 
And each of you tipſey is. 
Bat I'll ſure pull down your pride as 
A gun, or as Im, juſtice Midas. 


| 
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CHORUS . 


O Tremendous juſtice Midas, 
bo ſball oppoſe wiſe juſtice Midas. 
[All fall proſtrate. 


Mid. T given to underſtand that you're all in a pother 
here 
Difputing whether Pol or Pan, ſhall play to you another 


year. 


Dare ”_ think your clumſey lungs ſo proper to decide 


The delicate ears of juſtice Midas? 
che. O Tremendous, Cc. 2 


RECITATIVE: 


| Mid. Sch you allow it then—Ye mobbiſh rabble ? 


Enter Pol. and Pan, ſeverally, 


Oh, here comes Pol, and Pan now ftint your gab- 


dle. 


| Fetch my great chair—I'l quickly end this * 


ble. 


A LR XIII. To irs own tune. 


Now Tm ſeated. 
PII be treated, 
Like the ſopht on his throne ;- 
In my preſence - 
Scounarel peaſants, 
Shall not call their ſeuls their own. 
My beheſt is 
Hs who beſt is. 


SA 
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ShilÞd be fi d muſician chief, 
Ne'er the loſer, 
Shall few his neſe here 


But be tranſported like a thief. 
Cho. O Tremendous, c. 8 


Rei 


Dam. Maſters, will you abide by this condition. 
Pan. I aſk no better Ft 


Pol —— I am all ſubmiſſion. 
Pan. Strike up, ſweet Sir. 


Pol Sir, I attend your leiſure 
Mid. Pan, take the lead. 


Pan. — 
ſure. 


— Since tis your worſhip's plea- 


A1 88. 


A pox of your pother about this or that, 

Your fhrieking or — a ſharp or a flat; 
Pm ſharp by my bumpers, you're flat, maſter Fol, 
So here goes a ſet-to at Toll de roll loll. 


When Beauty her pack of poor lovers would hamper, 
And after miſs Will o the Wiſp the fools ſcamper, 
Ding dong, in ſing ſong, they the lady ext; 
Pray what's all this fuſs for, but—Toll de roll, &c. 


Mankind are a medley— a chance-medley race, 
All flart in full cry to give dame Fortune chace ; 


There's catch as catch can, hit or miſs Luck is all; 
And Luchs the beſt tune of life's Toll lol de roll. 


Ne done, pleaſe your worſhip, 'tis rather too longs. 
1 only meant life is but an old ſong ; 
The world's but a tragedy, comedy, aroll, 


Where all act the ſcene of Toll loll_de rol lol. 


\ 


RECI- 


MID AS. 
RECITAT JIVE. 


9 Mid. By jingo, well perform'd ſor one of his age; 
„ How, hang dog, don't you bluſh to ſhew your viſage ? 
2 Pol. Why, maſter Midas, for that matter, ; 
. Tis enough to daſh one, 
To hear the arbitrator, 

In ſuch unſeemly faſhion 
One of the candidates beſpatter 

With ſo much partial paſſion. 

[Midas falls. affeep. 


A I. R XV. 


Ah, bappy hours, how fleeting 
Ye danc'd on down away ; 

When my ſoft vow: repeating 
At Daphne's feet I lay. 


But, from her charms when ſunder'd, 
As Midas frowns.pre/age, 
Each boar awill ſeem an hundred, 
Each day appear un age. 
RECITATIVE. 


Mid. Sitence—this juſt decree all, at your peril; 
Qbedient hear, —elſe I ſhall uſe you-very ill. 


The DE CRE K.. 


Pan ſball remain. 


Pol quit the plain. 
Chorus, Ob- tn enν¼ , &. 


RE CT. 
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RE CIT ATIVE. 


Mid. * bow with me to mighty Pan-—-enthrone 
im. — 
No pouting—and with feſtal chorus crown him !— 


[The crowd form two ranks beſide the chair, and join 
in the chorus, whilſt Midas crowns him with bays.] 


CH ODA 


See triumphant fits the bard 

Crown'd with bays, his due reward, 
Exil'd Pol ſhall wander far, 

Exil'd twang his faint guittar, 

While, with ecchoing ſhouts of praiſe 
We the bagpipe's glory raiſe. 


RECITATIYVE. 


Mid. Tis well !---what keeps you here—you raga- 
muffin? 
Go trudge - or do you wait for a good cuffing? 


RE CIT. Accompanied, 


Pol. Now, liſten all- The wrath of Jove, for rapine, 
Corruption, luſt, pride, fraud, there's no eſcaping, 
Tremble, thou wretch-=—-Thou'ſt ſtretch'd thy utmoſt 
tether, 
Thou, and thy tools ſhall go to pot together. 


AIR XVII. To various Tunes. 


Dunce, I did but ſham, 
For Apollo I am, 
God of muſic and king of Parnaſs : 
T hy ſeurvy aecree 
For Pan, againſt me, 
J reward with the ears of an afs. 
3 5 Grand 


— 
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Grand CHORUS. 


Mid. Detected, baulk'd, and ſmall, 


On our marrow bones we fall. 
M/ Detected, baulk'd, and ſmall. 
On our marrow bones we fall. 
Da. Detected, baulk'd, and ſmall, 
On our marrow bones we fall. 


My/. Be merciful, Alas, alas ! 
Dam. Be pitiful, Alas, alas 
Mid. Forgive us, mighty Sol, Alas, alas! 
Pol. Thou a Billingſgate quean, Ii Myſ. 
Thou a pandar obſcene | [ro Dam. 
With firumpets and bailiffi ſhall claſs. 
Thou, driven from man Ii Mid. 
Shalt wander with Pan, 


He a ſtinking ola goat, thou an aſs, an afs, &c. 
Mid. 
/ 0 Alas! Alas! 
Dam. 
Dapb. Now my heart's cur'd of folly. 
Ny/. Be jolly. 
Sil. The Oracle's word: 
For millions ſhould paſs. 
Myfis is well parted. 
Daph, And the pimp carted, 
N;/. Squire Midas converted 


Into an aſs, O the dull aſs! 
Dapb. J All togethor, but ( Into an aſs, laugh at the aſs! 


Sil. to ſeveral airs, Into an aſs, a real aſs! 
. Myſ. awhileMidas joins What a ſad aſs. 
Dam. \ in chorus, 749 Alas, alas! 


Apollo. ) ing like an aſi. 


Apol. Be thou ſquire—his eflate [10 Sil. 
To thee 1 tranſlate. 


To you his ftrong chefls, wickedimaſs, {to Daph. & Nyſa. 


Live happy, while I, 
Recall d to the ſhy, 
Make all the Gods laugb at Midas. 
| ET Apol. 


Be thou an aſs. 


„ - 


A 
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Apel. J & All the Gods laugh at Midas. 
1 [ Aſeends in the Sun. 
Dam. | 5 | Alas, Alas! | Exit. 
Mid. 9 2 {Goes about braying like an aſs] 
Myſ. 7 F What a fad paſs—Ah, poor Midas. 
Daph. | I | Chang'd to an aſs— Well bray'd, Midas. 
Nyſ. S | Well bray'd Midas; manifeſt aſs, 
Sil. J 3 L Laugh at the aſs; laugh at the aſs. 
GRAND CHORUS. 
Together, To the bright God of da 
Fo, * with the Let us dance, fing and N 
other nymphs ) Clap hands every lad with his 
Ny. P 
and ſwains. laſs. 
Dapb. Now, criticks, lye ſnug, 


Not a hiſs, groan, or ſhrug, 

Remember the fate of Midas, 
Midas, 

Remember the fate of Midas. 


ce H O 


Now, criticks, lye ſnug, &c. 


FN: 6 


